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OW is the winter of difcontenc, , 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne o ' 

And alt the •leudes that low r vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bofomeof the Ocean burred, 

Now are our browes bound with via®riu* wreathes. 
Ourbruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry meetings. 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull plcalurc*. 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinkled fro t. 

And now infted of mounting baibed fleedes, 

To fright the foules offearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious pleating of a loue. 

But I that am not fliarpe of fportiue trickes, ^ 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalle .* 

I that am rudely fian.pt, and want loues maiefty. 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph ; 

I that am curtaild ot this faire proportion, 

Cheated ©ffeatutc by diffembling nature, 
Deform’djVnfinifht fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halte made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafiiionable. 

That dogsbarke at me as I hale at them •• 

Why I in this weake piping t ime of peace 
Haueno delight to paffc away the time, 

Vn’effe to fpie my fhadow in the funne. 

And defcant one mine owne deformity j 
And therefore ti:cc I cam.ot.prouealouer. 

To entemine thefe fsiec yt dHnoken dayes, 

I am determined to pi cue a villaine, 1, 

And hate the Idle pleafurcs of tktfe dayes t 
Plots haue I layd,mdu£Hons dangerous, _ 
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